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A JXCs, men called back from leave, and represen-
tatives from every branch of the Army surged to
and fro in varying forms of agitation*
A queer mixture of types they were, and I
leaned against the rails and watched them.   There
were colonels, fully aware of their importance, who
stood in groups with worried frowns  on their
brows, trying to give the impression that they were
discussing   deep   and important   State   secrets j
majors, fat, thin, jolly, depressed, or hearty, most
of whom were bidding farewell to their families;
and, finally, junior officers of all shades, types, and
conditions,  who  avoided  the   colonels   as  they
wandered up and down the deck getting in other
people's way.   Amid the crowd, the ship's adjutant
dashed to and fro, looking harassed and carrying
large bundles of papers*   Then there were Marine
officers hurrying on mythical (?) jobs of work,
involving much saluting of each other - -(am I being
unkind ?   Perhaps, but it was true)- and, as a back-
ground, there was the never-ending stream of
troops pouring into the ship to vanish between
decks*
Having found my cabin, counted my luggage,
and given instructions to my batman, I decided to
go ashore again for a while, to get away from those
empty hours which lie between arrival and sailing
in a ship. Two other stray gunner officers and